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He Has a Soul Made of Stars 


by NobleDragon 


Summary 


And the heart of a galaxy. 

There is something in the vents of his ship, stealing their food and walking around at odd 
times of the day. Phil was going to catch that animal and cook it up for dinner if he has a say 
about it. 


Wait...it isn't an animal, but a sentient? And it's probably scared and hurt with no one to take 
care of them? 


Well...that changes things. 


Or: I'm going to make Phil want to found family something he hasn't even seen yet. 


Notes 


Ayyyyyyy. New au! When I should've been working on my other one ayyyyy! 
Seriously though, I could not get this out of my head, so here we are. 


Enjoy!!! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


GET OUTTA MY VENTS 


There was something in the vents and Phil was going to find out what it was. They just took 
off from Tersa and Phil really did not want to go back. The prices to even just to comm the 
landing towers were ridiculous, in which he means that there is a price at all. Really, he 
should- 


Scuttle 


Catch that fucking thing . At this point Phil will take the thing just falling on his head, just so 
he can live in piece, so it wouldn’t eat his fucking food . The thing, whatever it was, was 
smart, very smart. 


Smart enough to get past any pest traps, normal traps and Jechno traps . At this point, Phil, 
and the rest of his flock, are pretty sure that they had a stowaway. It wouldn’t be the first 
time, that’s how they got Tommy after all. 


“Phil!” Speaking of the child. 


“Yes Tommy!” He called out, as he heard the child's talons screeching across the metal floor, 
as he slid into view. 


“The thing got into the fucking fridge!” 


“ What .” 


“T fucking know alright! I closed the fridge, I fucking swear to you Phil-” 


“IT know mate, I know. But you do realize what this means right.” 


Tommy got that confused look on his face, the one where he tilted his head to the side and 
looked with round eyes. Phil looks at Tommys’ confused face and waits for him to get it, as 
he is a really smart child. But sometimes it doesn’t work very fast, especially when he just 
has too much energy. 


Like now. 


“It means it’s probably sentient.” 


Shit .” 


Techno stands in the kitchen with part of his sounder, looking at a fridge that was 
significantly less full than a day ago, missing about a pound of meat. He looks over and sees 
Tubbo looking over at Ranboo as the enderian flips through his memory pad. The pressing of 
buttons gets more and more frantic as Ranboo doesn’t find anything. 


“T don’t think you did it bossman.” Tubbo says as an attempt to comfort his friend. 


Ranboo flops onto the table, somehow looking sadder than the particularly miserable orphan 
that he really is. Tubbo pats Ranboo on the shoulder, as he hisses and warbles in despair. 
Their misery and confusion was soon settled when Phil came in with Tommy following close 
behind. 


Techno goes to tell Phil about their food situation, when the Avion cuts him off. 


“IT know about the fridge, Tommy told me about it.” 


Techno grunted in acknowledgement, waiting for his friend to continue. Phil opens his 
mouth- 


“Tt’s the thing in the fucking vents!” Tommy bursts out, before Phil can get a single word past 
his lips. He chirps in resignation and deep fondness, tapping his talons against the fledglings’ 
head. A comforting gesture that would calm the fledgling, while reminding him to be quiet. 


Avion's and their overly complicated language. 


“Tommy heard noises coming from the kitchen, when he came into the room, a shadow was 
already darting out of the other door, with the fridge empty.” 


Techno turned the implications in his head, even as Tubbo shouts in surprise and Ranboo 
looks on with terror in his eyes. 


There was only one way to get into the fridge, to put your hand against the pad and let it scan 
you. The scan itself just makes sure that no animal gets into the fridge, just the crew and any 
guests that they happen to have on board. 


It got into the fridge, which means it’s sentient, which means they need to somehow get its’ 
trust so they could help. The thing they had already been actively trying to catch with animal 
traps. 


Why was this his life? 


They quietly discussed their plans on how to get the sentient to trust them, even after all the 
traps that they had set up. But Tubbo, crazy little shit that he is, suggested that they all try 
their own ways and whoever got the sentient to trust them the soonest won. 


He did not specify what they would win. 


Techno would be taking down all of his traps, reading various books in his extensive library 
and patrolling just as diligently, but ignoring any sounds that come from the vents. Ranboo 
seems to be taken to drawing, saying they don’t if the sentient can even understand them. 
Plus he just finds it easier to communicate that way himself. 


Tommy would be playing various music, saying how that was a way to anyone's heart, plus it 
must be boring to not hear any nice sounds in awhile. Tubbo will be leaving various flowers 
around the ship, and making art projects from them. Flower crowns, petal necklaces, and 
stem bracelets. 


Then they all went off to do their own projects, the children scrambling away, wanting to get 
a head start to befriending the sentient. Techno followed after them, grumbling some excuse, 
but the both of them knew he was going to make due on his own plans. Phil himself went 
back to the cockpit, his own plan not being put into motion much later. 


There was nothing in the way of their flight, steadily moving through the vast universe with 
light steps. So he stayed there, occasionally going out to see his flock and their many plans. 
Phil just hopes that they don’t overwhelm the sentient. 


But that was enough thinking for now, Phil still had to prepare the food that he was going to 
give the sentient for tonight, something light and nothing that could potentially harm them. 
So he went over to the food logs, checking to see what went missing. It was bread, fruits, 
vegetables, water, and from the fridge, meat. 


So an omnivore, that’s good, he has more options and they’re less likely to get sick from the 
food. He busts around the kitchen, preparing a meal that would go into a sealable container, 
making it big so that it would be enough for it to last the night. The sentient takes a lot of 
food, but they never see it, so it must be creating a stash somewhere and eating during the 
day. 


Once he’s done, he sets it down on the table, and goes to his nest, tired from all that had 
transpired that day. 


Trying to Found Family the Vent Creature 


Chapter Notes 


I finally got around to doing another chapter. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


When Phil walks into the kitchen, the container is gone. Pleased, but surprised that the 
sentient even took the meal. As he goes to prepare his food, he finds more of it missing from 
the cupboards. He checks the fridge, and sure enough, more food has gone missing. 


That little shit. 


Guess the sentient didn’t immediately trust the meal that he layed out, which makes Phil 
question why they even took it in the first place. Maybe they’re more desperate than the crew 
thought, maybe they took it as a sign of trust, maybe they’re testing him. 


Maybe it’s all three. 


That doesn’t solve the food issue though. It was getting low because of their stowaway, even 
if they didn’t take as much this time, seemingly not wanting to take all the food like it has 
been doing. They were going to have to make a stop soon, but the closest planet was Narak, 
which was about a month away. 


There was Vel, which was about a week away, but that was a dangerous planet with even 
more dangerous ports. Phil looked at the depleted food and knew that it wouldn’t last them 
the month it would need to go to Narak. He didn’t want to go back to Tersa either, their prices 
were through the roof, even if they could afford it. But it was the closest and safest option 
that they had. 


He sighed and called a meeting on the deck. 


The meeting was going exactly like Phil expected it to- 


“T think your age is scrambling your mind old man.” 


“FUCK NO!” 


“No.” 


“Phil, as the longest member of this crew, no.” 


Poorly. 


“Listen I don’t like this as much as you do, but we’re going to run out of food before we 
reach Narak and Vel is too dangerous.” 


“But-” 


“No buts Tommy. It’s either Tersa or Vel and I would rather deal with shit prices than 
someone getting hurt.” 


The table quieted down, hating that Phil was right. They could afford the prices, but they all 
had a problem with Teras’ high prices and the constant raising of taxes. So with grumbled 
agreements, they all went back to what they were doing before Phil commed them, whatever 
that was. Phil himself set course for Tera, cursing them out in his head the whole way. 


Phil sets the meal in the container and a scratchy note that the sentient should not take as 
much food, as they are running out. Phil hopes that they could read it and sets the stylus on 
the table next to the note, just in case they want to communicate. 


It’s dark in the dim lighting and he hopes that the sentient can navigate easily through the 
dark halls, maybe they would like a slightly brighter trip, but they could also be nocturnal. 
Phil hopes that the sentient is as healthy as they could be, given their situation. He hopes that 
they’re just over their head and unused to a hard life. He hopes it’s not another child. 


Phil hopes for a lot of things, but he knows that the sentient is going to need help. 


The next morning finds the kitchen with an empty container, a new note and some food 
pilfered from the fridge. 


Phil checks the container, finding it to be the first one he put out. It has a new note inside of 
it, with the stylus attached to its’ side. The handwriting was messy, like it was written by a 
child and the word choice didn’t make Phil feel any better. 


‘Sorry, not take much. Sorry, so sorry.’ 


Fuck 


Fuck 


It was either a young one or someone who was never taught. Phil didn’t know which was 
worse. There was also the over apologizing, which ruled out some brat doing this on a dare, 
now though, he wishes that it was. Prime this was going to be hard. 


Phil looked to the open cabinets, low on food and hopefully in the stomach of their stowaway 
or in their stash. He shuts the cabinet doors, no longer hungry and walks out of the kitchen. 


Phil knows he should show the others the note, he knows, but he just couldn ¢. It was a sign of 
trust from their sentient, something he didn’t think would happen this soon. It would usually 
take a few days at most before there was any sign of communication, but maybe they felt bad 
for taking the food. They could be younger, less weary of adults, more willing to trust them. 
They could also be older, more likely to know that they didn’t wish to cause them harm. 


As he was marinating in his worries, Ranboo walked in, seeing his sorry state of twitching 
wings and twiddling hands. 


“You good Phil?” 


Fuck it 


“If I, hypothetically, had a note from our stowaway, but didn’t want to share it due to 
potentially breaking their trust, what should I do?” 


Ranboo squinted his heterochromic eyes at Phil, tail swaying behind him “This is completely 
hypothetical right?” 


“Oh completely.” 


“Then I would follow my hypothetical instincts and not show the hypothetical note as a sign 
of trust.” 


“Thank you for answering my hypothetical question sir Ranboo.” 


“T hope that I solved your hypothetical question Captain sir.” 


They held back their snickers for a few futile moments, but very shortly bursting into chirps 
and soft vwoops, the sounds slightly echoing around the metal room. Soon calming down 
from their highs, but shaking with leftover laughter. 


“So what brings you to the cockpit mate?” 


“O-oh, well lets just say that I have a hypothetical question of my own.” 


“Go on mate, let's hear it.” 


“W-well lets just say, hypothetically, that at night there has been tapping on my walls coming 
from the vents. I, hypothetically, have tapped back and got tapping back in the same patterns 
that I do. Now every night I, hypothetically, tap back and forth with the sentient.” 


“That... is certainly a hypothetical mate. Keep doing what you’re doing and try to get some 
sleep, alright mate?” 


As Phil looked at Ranboos’ eyes, a sign of trust and family, he hummed happily with a 
swishing of his tail. 


“Thanks Phil.” 


“No, thank you Ranboo.” 


Everything continued on normally as they traveled back to Tersa...well as normally as it 


could go with a stowaway aboard their ship. The sentient has been taking less food from the 
cabinets, cupboards and the fridge, but still takes a bit, no matter how much Phil puts into a 


container. The sentient doesn’t trust him just yet, but that’s fine, as long as they are getting 
enough food. 


The sentient has taken a liking to Ranboo, with his mostly calm demeanor and friendly 
personality. They have taken to tapping on his walls at night, sometimes waking up the other 
crew members. Tommy was trying to get the sentient out by playing his music disks, bright 
and lively beats echoing down the ships’ hallways. While he hasn’t said anything about any 
interactions he might have had, it seems that he has been happier, walking around with a 
bounce in his step and letting out chirps in time with the music. 


Tubbo has been leaving out flowers and the crowns that he makes from them while listening 
to Tommy's disks with him. Both of the flowers and the crowns have been disappearing, 
causing Tubbo to look smug whenever a conversation comes up about the sentient. 


Techno has taken to reading whatever book he had outloud. With a plethora of voices and a 
captivated audience whenever someone heard him while walking by. He usually doesn’t 
notice them until he is done telling the story, pink fur going puffy with embarrassment and 
tusks pointed down. 


Phil even noticed some blankets missing from the linen closet, when they were taken he 
didn’t know, but he’s glad that their sentient wasn’t going cold. He just wished that he could 
get them into a bed, or a nest, but even he knew that that was too impractical for everyone 
involved. 


The sentient began leaving doodles with the notes that Phil left, always on the inside of the 
containers that were always returned to him. Though it seems that the sentient began messing 
around with the other crew members. Such as filling as many cups as they could with water 
and placing them outside of the crew's bedrooms and sticking tablets to the ceilings. Phil 
doesn’t know how they did it without being caught, or heard, but they seem to be able to do it 
at the dead of night. 


They continued to play pranks such as these on the crew, always safe, never damaging and 
somehow going unseen. The ship was filled with a light-heartedness even with their 
diminishing food that their sentient was taking less and less of. The crew has been noticing 
and knew that they had to get more food very soon, before their sentient starts to starve 
themself. 


Then before anyone knew it, they were getting ready to land on Tersa, the money grubbing 
piece of shit that it is. 


There is a sentient who was trying to scam them out of even more money while Phil was 
trying to land his ship and they were getting on his last fucking nerve. 
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“Listen mate, I was here less than a week ago, so piss off before I shoot you out of the sky. 


“N-now listen here, when my superiors-” 


“Tell them Philza Craft is in orbit, now fuck off.” 


The dreamon went a pale yellow before quickly cutting off their comms. Before Phil could 
even let the tension out of wings, a call came in from the flight center. 


Fuck me 


Phil accepted the call and a red inchling appeared on the screen with a customer service smile 
and directed them to the landing docks in an almost robotic voice. But not before telling him 
of their ridiculous fees for even having the privilege of talking to one of their dead eyed 
workers. 


He hates Tersa so, so much 


When they finally landed the ship on one of the very expensive landing pads (should ve just 
smuggled themselves in, he’s done it before and he'll do it again), they had to tell their 
stowaway that they were going. 


Phil left a note and some food out in the kitchen. 


Tommy had one of his music disks playing in the living room. 


Tubbo left a flower crown and some berries on top of Tommys’ music player. 


Techno left a recording of him reading Orpheus, one of the terrifying Earth's many, many 
stories in the library. 


Ranboo left a drawing of a Pearl of his people on the dining table, along with a pad and 
stylus. Though he did take a little longer than usual, probably tapping at his wall, to make 
sure that their sentient knew that they were going. 


Hypothetically of course. 


So they were on their way, off to get some food in bulk and hope that the sentient would stay 
on their ship. Safe and hopefully trusting in them. They were already attached to them, even 
though they didn’t see them yet. 


They would love for their sentient to show themselves, to trust them, to let the crew take care 
of them. To see if they’re nocturnal, if they like Tommy’s taste in music and Techno’s stories 
or if they prefer silence. To see if they would become even more chaotic when they are 
unafraid. 


But they would have to be patient, earn their trust and that means getting overpriced food so 
that they would have enough for all of them. 


They brought in crates of food filled with various fruits, vegetables, meats and candy to the 
ship. They brought their overpriced crates to the haul of the ship for storage and easier 
transportation. Phil hoped that their stowaway could hear them coming closer, purposefully 
loud and easy to hear. Still, Phil didn’t expect the three young ones to be so /oud. 


“OI! STOP FUCKING STEALING MY RAE SEEDS!” 


There goes Tommy chasing around- 


“NO CAN DO BOSSMAN! I WILL HAVE ENOUGH TO START A FARM !” 


Tubbo, who was surprisingly fast for a shulker. 


“THAT DOESN’T MEAN-” 


“H-hey guys, maybe we could, I don’t know, not fight over the very overpriced rae seeds.” 


“SHUT UP RANBOO! ” 


Techno was next to him, carrying a pair of crates on his shoulders, when he left out a huff of 
amusement at the trio's antics. When Tommy finally tackles Tubbo, getting the rae seeds from 
his grip, he shouted in victory, before shock, as Tubbo bucks him off of his back. The 
hiccuping rumbles of the piglin beside him made Phil let out a few happy chirps in response, 
happy in the mid-afternoon sun. 


Once all the crates were put in the haul and some of the food brought up to fill their kitchen, 
they took off from Tersa, leaving with significantly less money than what they had landed 
with. When they are finally getting out of the solar system, with their stowaway hopeful still 
on board, they are able to finally relax. 


Tubbo finally got some rae seeds to plant in his garden, to hopefully make sure that they 
don’t need as much food the next time they need to land. Tommy and Ranboo get dragged 
along with him, complaining the whole way about how they ‘don’t want to get dirty’ and ‘I 
will eat your mud, I swear to Prime-’. Techno goes to patrol the ship, his instincts a bit strong 
after being around a large group of unfamiliar sentients so close to him and his sounder. 


Phil himself gets ready to prepare for dinner, making a lo-re soup and cutting up some of the 
gapples for a side dish. He made some for their stowaway, knowing they would be hungry 
after all the excitement of the day. 


( They know that they’re possessive, already so attached to a being that they haven t even 
seen yet. But what all of them have learned is to sink their claws, talons and hooves into 
whats theirs and never let go. ) 


Phil wants to see their stowaway soon, to hopefully get them any medical attention they 
would probably need and to finally get them to interact with his flock more. Being so alone 
and so terrified for such a long time isn’t good. He should know. 


(Phil pointedly ignores that he almost thinks that this sentient is part of his flock, but no one 
is that trusting of their stowaway, not yet ) 


He goes over to the comms in the kitchen and says “Food’s ready ya’ little shits.” speakers 
around the ship, thankfully clear of any feedback. He could already hear the pounding sound 
of the children running to the kitchen, their playful screeching getting louder by the second. 


He heard the door swish open and the steady clomping of Techno steady hooves sound 
through the room. The sound was soon overwhelmed by the three children that came rushing 
in, tumbling over each other in their attempts to get to the table first. 


“T WIN!” 


Good to see that Ranboo had finally managed to win against his flock members. 


“Fuckyoufuckyoufuckyou- ” 


There goes Tommy- 
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“T would’ve won if you hadn’t tripped me 


And Tubbo. 


“You're just mad that I don’t have to set the table.” 


Of course there was a “prize” to be won, competitive little shits. 


Phil fluffed his wings in fondness when the two losers of the improto race got the bowls and 
silverware to set the table, grumbling the entire time. Techno helps him pass out the food, 
taking a slice of a gapple before putting the rest of it on the wooden table. Phil brings the 
soup pot to the center of the table, making sure to avoid Tubbos flailing limbs as he talks 
about his garden and Ranboo talks about his newest drawing. 


The chatter of his flock coming together always made Phil feel warm down to his very bones, 
filling up his heart with the brightest of suns. 


Dinner together is always a very interesting time, something is always happening, such as the 
loud shrieks of laughter coming from the children and the grumbles of a playful piglin. Phil 
could never forget such joyful times, with their bright souls and teasing remarks. 


But Phil forgets sometimes that not all dinners are filled with such excitement. 


Chapter End Notes 


Ominous ending let's gooo. 


Also, I almost named this chapter The Vent Among US. So, take that as you will. 


Waking up to Clatters 


Chapter Notes 


Me walking in 6 months late: Heyyyy guys. 


Anyway I got another chapter for this story, enjoy. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It was very late when Phil woke up. The clock reads a blaring 1:00 in flashing yellow, 
mocking him for being up at such a late (or early) time. His throat was parched from all the 
talking he did today and it seems to be biting him in the ass. 


He groaned, tired, but knowing that he wouldn’t be going back to sleep until he got 
something to drink. He sat himself up, bones creaking and cracking in protest at the sudden 
movement. Stretching his wings helped relieve his stiff muscles, but it made him more 
relaxed in the process, not wanting to move his boneless form. 


However, Phil had to get up if he wanted to go back to sleep, so with a tired groan he got out 
of his nest. He slowly shuffled his way to the door, a light blanket wrapped around his 
shoulders. The door opened with a quiet fuwish , but impossibly loud in the silence of the 
ship, where not even the rumble of the engines could get them. 


Phil starts padding down the hallway, his tired mind trying to form a thought on what he was 
forgetting. He knew it was something important, but not dangerous, as he would’ve 
remembered it. He just dismissed it, clearly unimportant in the wake of getting something to 
drink. He should make a nice herbal tea, lop leaves would be good, with their calming 
properties, or uopel leaves, they help with headaches, plus it tastes really good. 


As he reaches the kitchen door, deciding on the lop leaves, seeing how he doesn’t have a 
headache, and doesn’t want to waste his supplies, considering his flock. He could even hear 
one of them moving around in the kitchen, trying to be quiet and somewhat succeeding in 
that task. Phil went to go open the door, about to tease one of flock mates for being up so late, 
but the steps around the room don’t sound familiar- 


Oh 


Oh shit 


Their stowaway 


So Phil stood before the closed kitchen door, it’s dark blue paint mocking him. Phil was 
really thirsty and he didn’t want to disturb his stowaway. But his stowaway might come out of 
this door and that would make everything so much worse. 


So as his panicking mind was going over every possible outcome, he resolved himself on 
what he was going to do. Hopefully it would garner more trust from his stowaway, making 
Phil a sentient that was safe for them. 


So Phil resolved himself, one taloned hand wrapping around his shoulders and the other 
softly knocking on the imposing kitchen door. As soon as he stopped knocking a silent pause 
settled in the air, oppressing and dead in the artificial night. Then just as quickly as it 
appeared, it dissipated, as his stowaway scrambled around the kitchen, making a small racket. 


Phil just hoped that they didn’t cause a mess, it would be a bit of a pain to clean it up so late 
at night. 


But the noises soon began stopping again, but in its wake it left something cautious, on the 
parapiece of change, for better or for worse. 


Phil knocked on the door again, giving his stowaway an out, as he didn’t hear another door 
open in the raucous. When he didn't hear anything after a few infinite pauses, he opened the 
door. He winced, as the normally silent door sounded louder than any roar of a battlefield or 
the explosion of a failed experiment. 


He slowly began walking in, keeping his movements slow and body relaxed, even though he 
could feel his stowaway watching him. He went over to cupboards, opening the doors slowly, 


thankful that they didn’t creak this time. He got his lop leaves, then two mugs, one had a light 
gun, painted on by Ranboo and the other a soft yellow that Tommy had seen in a market on 
Narak. 


He filled the dented kettle with water, the faucet making him wince as one of the handles 
creak loudly, breaking the tense silence. He heard a soft huff from the direction of the table, 
his stowaway hiding behind the large plant to the left of the old thing. 


Good to see they have a sense of humor. 


Once the kettle is filled he puts it on the stove and turns the knob, waiting for it to heat up. 
He hears his stowaway shuffling around, probably nervous that Phil was so close to them. He 
wishes that he could reach out and bring them into his wings. wrapping around them in a 
blanket of safety and warmth. 


But he couldn’t. 


Not yet. Not when his sentient was still so nervous around his flock, not when they were still 
so scared. 


So he will wait. 


Wait until his stowaway lets him bring them into the warmth of his flock and with meals that 
will fill them until Phil is sure that they are at a healthy weight. That they had all their 
wounds healed with the best care Phil could give them. 


He will wait- 


SCREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE- 


“ Motherfucker-” 


He quickly shuts the stove down in a flurry of feathers and squawking. Phil hears his 
stowaway stifling their laughter at his situation. He wants to hear their laugh, if it’s loud and 
deep or soft and high pitched. If it chuffs or chirps or yips or something else that would be 
different from the rest of them. 


But that, like many things, will have to wait. 


So, Phil pours the water into the mugs, the leaves turning the water a rich gold, soft and 
smelling of his home planet. He smiles at the familiar smell, nostalgic of a simpler, but lonely 
time in his long life. He turns and places the steamy mug on the island, going to walk back to 
his room. 


There was a shuffling sound behind him. Clothes shifting and the leaves of the plant being 
rattled. Phil stops, but doesn’t turn around, waiting to see what their sentient will do. The 
sounds stop as well and they don’t start up again. Phil knows they haven’t left their hiding 
spot, having not heard them move around the room. 


So Phil waits some more, wanting them to be comfortable enough in his presence, or maybe 
impulsive enough to come out. But they don’t. Not even after a few minutes of tense silence 
did they move. Not like Tommy or Tubbo, who were too impulsive to stay still for long. Nor 
are they like Ranboo, not riddled with anxiety that they are hidden for far longer. 


Phil sighed, lifts his mug and drinks some of the tea inside, calming his nerves. He walked 
forward, going through the door and into the hallway, the door shutting behind him with a 
hiss. He goes back to his room, the hallway filled with the soft sound of the engines and the 
flow of air. 


As he lays down in his nest, Phil can’t help but think about the interaction in the kitchen. He 
knows he should tell the rest of the crew about it, but it would feel like betraying a trust that 
has been tentatively formed. But he knew that it could be dangerous to the others if the rest of 
the crew didn't have all the information. It hurts to make this decision, but he hopes that it 
will be better in the long run. 


Taking the last sip of his tea, Phil decides to keep his interaction with their stowaway a secret. 


Phil wakes up the blaring noise of his alarm clock. He shoves his head underneath some of 
his pillows, letting out a loud groan as he does. He should get up. He should. He’s the ship 
captain and the main one in making sure that Tommy ,Tubbo and Ranboo don’t destroy 
anything important. 


But he’s so tired. From getting up in the middle of the night, to the tense, but lighthearted air 
in the kitchen, to staying up even /ater thinking about their sentient. His head feels foggy and 
his bones are doing the opposite of what they’re intended to. The loud call of the alarm keeps 
him from peaceful sleep and calls him to wake. But it’s so annoying. 


He blindly grabs at something, picks it up and throws it at the alarm, causing the thing to 
stop. He sighs in contentment, happy to get a few more minutes of sleep. The blankets in his 
nest were soft, the pillows plush, and smelled of home. It is right where he wants to be, all 
nice and warm and not having to deal with anything. 


That doesn’t stop someone from banging on his door though. 


“Phil.” It’s Techno. 


“Phil, don't make me deal with the children alone.” 


He groans in response, pulling the pillow further down his head. 


“Phil please.” 


He takes a great heaving sigh, knowing that Techno will break down the door if he doesn’t 
get up soon. 


“T’m coming mate.” He says, getting up in a very sluggish fashion, putting on a robe before 
going out the door. 


Techno is there, in all his blue, pajama wearing glory, looking like he has just woken up 
himself. Phil smiles up at him and patting his arm with sympathy as he hears banging pans 
from the kitchen, followed very shortly by a screech. All he feels is pure fondness at the 
chaos that the kids are getting up to, but not so much that he’! let them destroy his kitchen. 


He quickly walks to the kitchen, the hallway from last night changed into a lively and bright 
air compared to last night. The soft green of the hallway finally allowed to show its scribbles 
and magical drawings intertwining in the daylight. He passes by a messily drawn forest 
slowly weaving into intricate leaves, surrounding the blue door. The waterfall is meant to 
mimic Earth’s waterfalls, and with Ranboo’s talent coming through, it looks magnificent. 


The door opens, the sound not even registering as Tommy screams about a burnt piece of... 
something is sitting on the counter. It’s not safe to eat anymore anyways. Phil goes to pick it 
up, being ignored by Tommy, Tubbo and Ranboo as they argue about what constitutes as 
breakfast food. 


He dumps the abomination into the trash shoot with a thunk, the three boys not even noticing. 
He walks by them to get to a spatula, hitting all three of them with a wing and getting started 
on a real breakfast. He hears sputtering behind him as he gets a frying pan and a couple of 
torgre eggs to start cooking. 


He sees Techno beside him, getting a few slices of bread to put in the toaster, dodging a piece 
of spaghetti that Tubbo had thrown. Phil smiles, a little ball of happiness in his chest as the 
children get the plates from the cupboards and the silverware from the drawers. The smell of 
cooking egg and toast soon filled the air, making his stomach growl. 


The toaster dings and Phil starts putting eggs on the buttered toast, Tubbo grabbing the plates 
to bring to the table. As soon as everyone gets their plate, Phil sits down at the table, dodging 
flinged bits of food as he goes. Tommy is talking rather than eating, going a mile a minute, 
Ranboo is explaining something to Techno who is listening intently and Tubbo is throwing 
pieces of food. 


When everyone is done, they all decide to stay in the room for some reason. Probably to give 
him a headache, but they wouldn’t be themselves otherwise. To make up for the inevitable 
mess that they will make, he gets them to clean up at least. Ranboo gets the plates and cups, 
scraping them of any leftover food. Tommy then grabs the plates and puts them near the sink 
where Tubbo washes them. Phil dries everything with a towel and Techno puts whatever is 
done away. 


With that set of chores done, the children cheering as they run off to entertain their sentient 
and Techno starting his patrol, Phil stays behind. Usually he would go off to the cockpit, but 
with the sentient on board, Phil decided to try something a bit different. He gets the container 
of leftover food, writes a note and hopes that it will be eaten soon. 


As Phil goes out into the hallway once again, the sounds of voices echoing throughout the 
ship. He hears the heavy footsteps of Techno in the distance, going to quickly get changed 
into some armor before patrol. He hears the vents creak and shift, unknowing of it’d their 
sentient or just another part of the ship. As he nears the cockpit, the sounds of Mellohi ring 
out across the ship, the sounds of dismay soon following as he just shakes his head while 
entering. 


Even through all the chaos, all the noise and the sentient that needs so much help, Phil can’t 
help but think there was nowhere else he would rather be. 
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Phil hears the alarm of his clock going off. It’s a soft buzzing sound, rather than the blare that 
makes him rise in the morning. He stretches his arms above his head, wings spreading as they 
pop from laying still for too long. The bed is warm and inviting, tempting him to go back to 
sleep as the rest of the ship is silent in its sleep. 


He raises anyway, as their sentient might have taken to the kitchen again. He knows he 
shouldn’t push his luck, but that interaction last night was the closest anyone has gotten to 
even being near their sentient, with them being far more cautious than anyone the crew has 
seen before. He has to be cautious and slow moving if he wants a chance in the Underground 
for it to go well. 


But he pushes himself up from his nest, his back creaking from the sudden movement. He 
opens up his wardrobe, pulling out his most calming robe, made of dark green thread and 
lined with warm brown. It is not traditional in color in his culture, preferring red’s, black’s, 
purple’s and other bright colors. The pattern, however, is very traditional. 


Made of twisting brown branches and lighter greens that sometimes turn slightly yellow. It is 
all intertwined with the shape of leaves blending into each other that is hard to make out in 
the night. It is supposed to represent the nests that his species put in the trees, safe and 
welcoming. 


And maybe he is moving too fast for the sentient, all but blaring that he wants them to be on 
the ship, with his crew and be a part of their little make-shift family. He knows, though, that 
they might not understand what the robe means, why Phil is even wearing it at all. He will 
wear it anyway, wrapping it around his torso and tying it off in a simple knot. 


He doesn’t bring anything else, just hoping that another cup of tea will endear him to their 
sentient. He goes down the empty hallway, the faint click of his talons against the floor echo 
through the night once again. This night doesn’t feel as desolate, as haunting, as it did 
yesterday. This air feels bright, of hope and new beginnings. Maybe that’s just Phil being 
hopeful, but he can’t help to think that this is just the start of something wonderful. 


He reaches the kitchen door sooner than he anticipated, hearing the low sounds of something 
moving inside. He takes a deep breath, quickly releasing it along with whatever tension has 
been building in his body. It almost feels like a reprieve to what he is about to do, knock on 
the door and possibly meet with their sentient again. 


He pickles himself up, back straight and shoulders set back, raising his hand and knocking on 
the door. The sounds stop, just like they did last night, before a softer, less frantic scuttling 
sounds out. He smiles to himself, as it seems that their sentient isn’t as scared as they were 
the night before, more comfortable with him coming in. 


It’s a miracle that they showed up at the same time, nevermind going out of their hiding spot 
at all. They were quiet today, with less scuttling and bangs around the ship. The rest of the 
crew was worried if they were hurt or sick in some way, with Techno reading out loud in the 
hallways, rather than just in the library. 


Tommy blared his disks in some corner of the ship, echoing through every room and no doubt 
scares their sentient if they were near it. He saw Ranboo drawing on his pad, tapping on the 
wall as he walked after lunch, a steading rhythm of sound as he meandered down the hall. 
Tubbo had taken to leaving decorations hanging from the doorways, filled with different 
kinds of fruit, plants and vegetables ripe for eating. 


It is with these thoughts that he knocks one more time, for good measure. When he doesn’t 
hear anything, he opens the door, the noise not as overwhelmingly loud as it was last night. 
He walks in with a welcoming chirp, his talons tapping lightly against the floor like a dance. 
He doesn’t look towards the plant where their sentient sits, not wanting to scare them off, and 
he makes sure to steer clear of it as he goes to the cupboards. 


They creek a little this time, the hinges made of metal and the doors of rich purple wood from 
Tubbo’s and Ranboo’s home-world. The cups he pulls down are the same from last night as 

well, the ones that they got from Techno’s home-world, made to withstand even the hottest of 
temperatures. He turns to put on the kettle, the intricate designs of faded foliage mark it from 


his and Tommy’s home-world, although the specific pattern is more from his things rather 
than from Tommy’s. 


He puts the kettle on, sliding the heat on high and waiting. He wants to go sit by the table but 
he also doesn’t want to push their sentient any further than he has to. He also doesn’t want to 
stay by the stove, however it isn’t his comfort he has to prioritize. The need to move wars 
with the knowledge to stay still and the plant on the other side of the table is looking at him. 
Well the sentient is looking. Probably. It sure feels like it at least. 


He coos at the plant, soft and short. He knows that the tone is a pretty good universal sign of 
friendliness, if nothing else it will tell him if their sentient had been isolated or not. He waits 
for a beat or two, not hearing anything back, not even a scramble, slight snarl or the shifting 
of clothing. He waits some more, letting out another soft coo, just in case their sentient hadn’t 
heard it the first time. When he doesn’t hear anything back he just sighs, leaning back against 
the counter, knowing that their sentient isn’t ready. 


But just as he thinks about whistling a song, he hears- 


A coo. 


It isn’t perfect and it isn’t the sound an elytrain or avian, but it is something. Their sentient 
repeats their coo, sounding much closer to his on their second attempt. He immediately coos 
back, a repeat so that his sentient can mimic it back. The third time his sentient coos back, it’s 
perfect. He catalogs it in the back of his mind, that the other is good, even great, at mimicry. 
He knows that they could just be an outlier of their species, but it would help narrow down 
the search. 


He coos again, hearing the rising steam of the kettle begin to cry out. He reaches over to turn 
the heat off, a responding coo following him as he does. He turns away with another coo, 
pouring the calming lop tea into the two cups. He grabs both and trunks around, his sentient 
cooing again when they presumably catch sight of the tea. He sets the yellow mug on the 
table, pushing it slightly towards the plant. 


The cooing cuts off abruptly. Phil, realizing that he made a mistake, quickly hops back to the 
counter, hoping that he hadn’t just turned everything to shit. Just as his wings touch the 


counter, he hears a very piglin-like snort. He didn’t hear the door open or the padding of 
hooves an it came near the plant- 


He turns, a baffled expression no doubt shining across his face. There are more piglin-like 
snorts and a short... giggle he guesses, coming from his sentient. He never heard this type of 
laugh, but it’s wonderful all the same. He trills back in his own version of happiness, sharing 
this moment with his sentient in the still dead of night. It makes him happy and hopeful and 
so filled with love even if he can’t see his sentient. He wants to take them into his arms and 
wrap his wings around them, letting out sounds of comfort and safety. 


But he can’t, not yet. 


So he will take this, the quiet but joyful sounds at night. 


Phil wakes up to his alarm clock blaring into his ear. He groans, just as he always does, but 
this morning is different. When he pops his back he doesn’t feel the weight of sleep pulling at 
him and when he finally pushes himself from his nest, he finds that he feels lighter than he 
should. He grabs his clothes from the closet, uncaring exactly what he puts on. 


He’s out of the room and going down the hallway before Techno can bang on his door, seeing 
him freeze with a raised fist. He ducks out of the way, ignoring his friend’s questioning snort 
and walking to the kitchen. He feels light, the slowly crumbling walls of his sentient makes 
him happy. Happy that they are less scared, that they are beginning to trust him and are more 
comfortable than they were even a few days ago. 


When he enters the kitchen, seeing Tommy, Tubbo and Ranboo looking a bit worse for wear, 
he decides to make breakfast a little more exciting than it has been. He grabs a couple of 
glow fruits, cutting them up and pouring ley syrup on them, making them sweet. He puts the 
bowl in the middle of the table, hoping to rouse the teens into action, even if it’s for a fight 
over who can have the glow fruit. 


He gets the cups as Techno starts on the eggs, with Ranboo reaching for the fruit. That’s 
when Tubbo shoots his own hand out, swiping a piece and eating it before Ranboo can. 
Tommy, who Phil presumed was still mostly asleep, tries to drag the bowl towards himself. 
Ranboo, who has clearly had enough, lets out a playful screech and grabs a few pieces while 
Tommy hisses at him. 


Tubbo proceeds to grab some more as well, seeing that both of them are distracted and 
stuffing them into his face as the other two look on in horror. Tommy then proceeds to eat the 
rest of the cut-up fruit, Tubbo smacking him on the arm and Ranboo letting out a few 
grumbles. When he’s done eating the fruit, the little shit smiles smugly while the other two 
vocalize how they feel about it. 


Phil just chuckles, putting the finished eggs on the plates and grabbing more fruit he had cut- 
up for him and Techno. As they both go to sit at the table, with Techno pouring everyone 
their favorite drink, he can see the kids planning to steal more of the fruit. He shares a look 
with Techno, who ruffles all three of them on the top of their heads, somehow messing up 
their already messy hair. 


He puts the plates of eggs in front of everyone, which are quickly devoured by the ravenous 
teenagers, which seems to be a thing all species share. Phil himself eats at a slower pace, 
making sure to let out happy chirps as he does. They all finish quickly, taking the plates and 
washing at warp speeds, with the three teenagers whispering to each other all the while. 


As soon as the last plate is put away, all three print out of the kitchen, yelling about flowers, 
disks and drawings. He only flutters his wings in fondness, seeing Techno walk out at a fast 
pace as well, with Phil following quickly after. They split off when Techno turns left towards 
the library and he goes to the cockpit to navigate the ship for the rest of the day. 


When he enters the room, he immediately notices that something is wrong. The blankets that 
are usually folded in the corner are on the couch. He freezes, tilting his head as he tries to get 
a better look at the lump, seeing a very clear shape to the blankets. He slowly and quietly 
goes out of the door, shutting it as soon as he’s in the hallway. He takes a deep breath and 
raises his fist- 


There are the sounds of feet against the soft floor. It’s purposefully loud, with items clattering 
against each other as his sentient makes their way around the room. The sounds stop in front 
of the door, the silence stretching into uneasiness. His wings flutter as his talons tap against 


the floor and he bends his knees, ready to move. It yawns, this silence, with sharp teeth as the 
eyes of a predator lock onto him, making every one of his feathers raise. It’s lazy and ready to 
pounce, to eat his wings and devour his skin- 


The sound of footsteps walking away from the door, freeing him from his frozen terror. He 
listens, with shallow breaths, as his sentient goes to the right, knocking into furniture along 
the way. He hears them pause, followed quickly by them clamoring onto the table in the 
corer, then a few bangs coming from inside the fucking vents. 


The clattering of what can only be the vent cover being put in place, a few choice hissing 
noises that translate as swears and a series of metallic bangs pass before falling once again 
into silence. It’s different from the all encompassing maw of earlier. This is more waiting, 
more seeing and a fucking test. 


Goddamnit its a fucking test. 


And Phil doesn’t know if he has passed or failed. 


Instead of lingering, working himself into a worry, he does the only thing he can do. He 
knocks on the door, fast and loud. He waits for a noise or a shift in the air for anything 
different. Nothing comes, but he knocks again, just in case. Nothing happens. So he reaches 
for the panel, clicking the button and the door slides open with an ominous disperse of air. 


He slowly walks inside, feeling unwavering eyes locking onto him. It’s a weighty thing, those 
eyes, no doubt filled with terror and too old sights. They’re assessing, picking apart every 
little thing that he is made of. He lowers his wings, just a little bit, relaxing his shoulders and 
walking with heavy steps. He feels the air shift, turning into curiosity as they watch him go to 
the counsel and start to pilot the ship. He doesn't touch the blanket pile on the couch and he 
avoids the corner where the vent is. 


He chirps, high and welcoming at the vent. There isn’t a response, so he does it again, with 
his head tilted towards his sentient. There are a few beats of silence, with him worrying that 
he has messed everything up, but they eventually chirp back. He feels his wings sag, just a 
little, at hearing the attempt. He chirps again, with the sound repeating back to him a little 
more closer to his than before. 


And that’s how he spends his day, going through a series of chirps, coos, trills and shrieks so 
that his sentient can communicate in a way that they want to. And it’s obvious that they don’t 
want to talk in their original language. With the hissing that he heard earlier, the mimicry, 
they’re affinity and comfortability at night, it is likely that they are a phantom. If they were 
hurt in some way because other sentients found them scary, or the want to use them, that’s 
probably why they’ve hidden themselves for so long. 


They could also be human whispers something in the back of his mind. And he knows. He 
knows how it seems with every passing day that they’re a human. And the predator-maw-fly- 
fly-fly from earlier doesn’t help. He also knows that it wouldn’t change anything either. The 
crew, for one reason or another, is either feared, exploited or both from the rest of the galaxy. 
He also knows that the rest of the crew will welcome with open, if slightly hesitant and 
worried, arms. 


And they wouldn’t be worried for no reason. They don’t believe that humans are monsters 
hellbent on destroying everything in their sight, nor are they helpless and in need of a rescue. 
He knows that some, a lot, stories are exaggerated and often a way for fools to make 
themselves seem tougher than they are. But that doesn’t change that a human is still 
dangerous, very, very dangerous. They will have to be careful around them until they can 
understand them, learn to trust them, fully and utterly, so that everyone will feel comfortable 
around each other. 


There is also the problem that they don’t know much about humans. All information is most 
likely wrong or sparse. They don’t know what a human can or cannot eat, what social and 
mental needs they have, if they have immunity to disease, or any number of their needs. And 
the hissing, while translated as swearing, was off and slightly glitchy, not what would happen 
if they were a phantom. 


He sighs, a small trill like sound, his sentient pausing in their practice with a worried whistle. 
He chirps a reassurance, hearing a forceful yip in response, it’s neither high nor low as it is 
slightly loud. He startles at the sound, knowing that it’s for vulpix parents for their 
misbehaving children. It’s a perfect imitation, but not one a vulpix would use on another 
adult. 


He lets out an airy whistle of a laugh, sending a much more honest chirp at his sentient. They 
chirp back a happy sound, mixing with a yip of satisfaction. It sends him into a series of 
laughing chirps and whistles, knowing that his sentient is trying their best to communicate, to 


survive and live and they made their way onto his ship and he will take care of them for as 
long as he’s able. 


He knows that there is a long way to go with them, from their fear to the very real possibility 
that they’re human. And he will make them a part of his family, if they will let him. 


Phil is woken up by the sound of his alarm, reading 1:00am in bright yellow. It’s getting 
annoying, but if he wants to keep up the trust of his sentient, he will have to. So he grabs his 
green robe from last night, ties it around himself and goes out into the hallway. He walks 
through it, feeling the creek and popping of his bones as he didn’t stretch before getting out 
of the nest. 


He sees the door to the kitchen soon enough, with all its warm brown glory. He hears the 
sounds of someone inside scrounging for food. He just flutters his wings in fondness, 
knowing that his sentient is taking more food than just what he had prepared for them. He lets 
them rummage through his cupboards some more, knowing that he has come a bit earlier than 
the previous nights. Only when the noises start to die down does he knock on the door. There 
are somewhat hurried steps over to the plant, but nothing like the scrambles the other nights. 
He can’t help but smile at the progress that they both have made in such a short amount of 
time, knocking once more before he enters. 


When the noises finally die down does he open the door, the scent of food flooding his 
senses. He sees various fruit, vegetables and meat, strewn about the countertops, with the 
cupboards open with some of the food haphazardly put away. He clicks his displeasure at 
them and hears a much too low whistle back. He quickly coos back, clam and soothing, 
showing that it wasn’t that big of a deal. (That they shouldnt be so sorry for something so 
simple) 


He walks over to the counters, making sure that it’s in view of the plant the entire time, his 
sentient letting out a confused click. When he picks up a piece of meat, and puts it into the 
fridge, slowly so that they could see, do they whistle in understanding. He does this with 
every piece of fruit, vegetable and piece of meat, the both of them letting out various 
whistles, chirps, coos and trills. 


After everything is put away, does he take down the cups, lop leaves and set on the kettle, 
boiling the water. They go back and forth, with Phil getting ideas on getting them the 
translator that Techno bought on Tersa. Just when he opens his mouth does the kettle shriek, 
startling him, even as the other starts to snort. He clacks his teeth at them, all fond happiness 
and /ittle-shit aimed at them. 


He pours the tea, pushing the yellow cup to the other end of the table, earning another snort 
of happiness. The other lets out a whistle of thankfulness and he tries to put all the always- 
forever-never-have-to-thank as he can when he coo-whistles back, knowing that some of it 
got lost in translation. 


He turns to leave, hearing shifting behind him, but doesn’t turn to look nor does he pause in 
his walking. They don’t stop him, by either touch or call as he opens the door and goes into 
the hallway, only stopping to press the button to close the door. He walks steady steps back to 
his room, taking sips from his cup as he does, putting on his bedside table to take off his 
symbolic robe. He sits in his nest, throwing back the rest of the tea in a single gulp before 
settling in and pulling up a blanket to wrap around his back and shoulders. 


Phil falls asleep, thinking of a better tomorrow. 
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Phil wakes up the next day, gets dressed, has breakfast with the rest of the crew with bits of 
food flying between the children. He merely twitches his wings in fondness, picking up the 
plates as he always does, Tommy automatically following him with his own, flinging a piece 
of egg at Tubbo who ducks and the food hits Ranboo instead. The egg slides comically slow 
down Ranboos face, their eyes twitching as both Tommy and Tubbo both look on in what 
looks like horror. 


It is not. 


They are looking on in happiness. 


They screech as Ranboo stands up, all of them running in a circle around the table, even as 
Techno picks up the remaining plates and cups. The piglin weaves through the little monsters, 
almost dropping the plates when Tommy clips him with his wing. Phil turns on the sink, 
washing the dishes as Techno piles more on the counter, all the while keeping an eye on the 
children. 


Still, they all eventually came to help put the plates away, even if he had to get their attention 
first. They made it into a competition, seeing who can put away the most from breakfast. 
With Techno keeping count, they all rushed to do their jobs, with Ranboo having an 
advantage of being the tallest, but Tubbo being the one most likely to shove and Tommy 
being very good at distracting sentients, it was a close call. 


Ranboo won. 


“YOU CHEATER-” 


“Betrayer-” 


Are started and soon drowned out as the kids once again shot off down the hall, no doubt 
making up more ridiculous ways to win against each other. Phil couldn’t help letting pleased 
and happy chirps at watching and hearing them play, so different from when they first 
arrived. He looks over at Techno, seeing him shake his head and watches him go out into the 
hall, making sure nothing breaks from the rough housing. 


Phil stays, just for a few moments, getting out some of the leftover breakfast and putting on a 
plate with a small note off to the side, hoping that the sentient, phantom, Auman, will like it 
enough, if they even see it at all. He needs to go pilot the ship though and as he steps into the 
hallway he can’t help the little ball of starshine from growing in his chest. He knows that it 
might just be a one off that had happened with his sentient the other day, but he can’t help to 
feel that it was just one step in getting closer to the other. 


He nearly bounces his way to the cockpit, whistling a happy tune from his homeworld, 
knowing that his, their sentient, most likely human or not, is trusting them more everyday. 
Phil wants to talk to them, in their own language, to run his talons through their hair as they 
finally, finally reveal themselves and he welcomes them into his flock. 


But that has to wait. It can’t be done in a day or even a month, if the pace that they’re going 
at. That’s perfectly fine to him though, he and his flock have all the time in the world to help 
their sentient get what they so desperately need. (He doesn t forget, he doesn t want to even 
imagine- 


He doesnt want to think how their sentient might not want to be flock) 


When he reaches the door that leads to the cockpit, he knocks, knowing that he should at 
least do this, even if his sentient isn’t there. He waits, that aching maw once again appearing, 
watching. Waiting. Then it moves, with banging feet moving to the corner and up to the vent, 
with the clanging of the vent grates signifying that the menace is hidden. 


He goes to knock again- 


And two yips, the first one high and the other slightly lower, a call of a vulpix. A welcoming 
one that invites another sentient into their space. 


Phil couldn’t be happier. 


He lets out a high trill, opening the door with a soft hiss as he goes back to whistling the 
same song he was earlier. It’s a jaunty tune, bouncy with joy and as happy as yellow. He 
doesn’t expect his sentient to do anything, maybe a laugh that they have made before, or 
whistling along once they find the tune. 


He doesn’t expect them to start singing. He can’t make out the language, too soft to be heard, 
but he can make out the voice, not too high and not too low. It’s...soft and warm, like the 
sentient is used to brightness, can stand next to gently lapping waves and be right at home. 


It reminds him of soft, bright, cheery yellow. 


They went on like that, as Phil makes sure that the ship isn’t falling apart while his sentient 
shifts in the vents. They were moving closer, and much like the rest of them, the sounds were 
soft, light. Like they were nervous, still weary, but the fact that they were moving closer at 
all. He can hear them shifting now, like they were getting comfortable and he couldn’t help to 
release a warm trill of his own. 


They responded with a pure vulpix noise, a high almost clicking sound. It is often used for 
children, but the sound has been used with friends and family. He knows he shouldn’t stake 
everything on that one noise, considering that they are either a phantom or human, but he 
can’t help his response to the starlight filling his chest. 


He calls out a happy trill, high and liting, the call of family, of flock. He knows that they 
don’t know what it means. What it means to him. Of how much he trusts them, how much he 
cares for them even though he hasn’t seen them a single time. But he knows them, like he 


knows the bones underneath his skin. Unseen but there, always there and he would be 
damaged if they were taken away from him. 


(He knows it’s too soon, might be too fast to consider them family, but what can he do? He 
hears the way that Tommy sings into the night, reaching out the only way he can because he 
would be holding them far too tight if he could. He sees the way that Tubbo s flower jewelry 
is more like a claim, a soft one not filled with thorns or poisons, but soft petals. 


He sees Techno laying out jewels and precious metals, all the while talking or telling a story 
about one thing or another. How he hears Ranboo 8 taps at night along the walls until he 
comes to a stop where the wall taps back. 


He notices when their sentient taps along to Tommy’: singing, maybe they even sang along as 
well. How they leave berries for Tubbo whenever they pick up a new Set of flowers. How they 
write letters, in broken common, to Techno, telling him about their stories or ones that they 
have heard. How they always draw something for Ranboo, even if he hadnt drawn anything 
for them.) 


Phil doesn’t know if he will be able to let go of them if they decide to leave. 


But he can’t think of that now, not when his sentient is sitting in the vent in the corner, 
chirping and singing with him. Especially how they are getting closer to the vent opening, 
little shuffles to indicate their position, how it makes his heart feel a little lighter. How all the 
trust and waiting is finally coming to fruition bit by bit as they all learn to live with each 
other. 


He just can’t wait to finally meet them. 


Phil’s alarm blares, once again, right in his ear. He groans, once again and pulls his heavy 
body up and stretches. And once again he pulls out an outer robe, opens his door and shuffles 
down the hallway. This routine he has, it’s tiring, he can admit that, he finds himself going to 
bed earlier and he still finds cricks in his wings both times he wakes up. He can also feel his 


joints protest at moving, not to mention that drinking a cup of tea, even a calming one, is 
messing up his sleep schedule a bit. 


He wouldn't miss it for the world. 


Not when it means he can knock on the door to the kitchen, hearing a quiet shuffling as his 
sentient goes behind the plant and when he knocks again, he hears a quiet chirp of come in! 
Not when it means that there is already a set of cups on the counter tops with the kettle on the 
stove. Not when he can hear a faint humming coming from his sentient as he gets the lop 
leaves down and turns the kettle on, whistling softly to the tune of his sentient. 


So he stays there, late at night, with the ship asleep and only the quiet noises of elytrians and 
vulpix and phantom-human that he finds himself relaxing, sipping his lop tea. He likes this, 
spending time with his sentient, like when he spends time with the rest of his flock. He wants 
them to meet each other, to sit in the nesting room altogether as everyone is bundled up in 
blankets with warm drinks in their hands. 


He wants that and he wants it for his sentient who is so lonely and scared and far from 
anything they know. He just wants them to be happy and safe and he knows he digs his talons 
in, especially with his flock, but he knows he won’t be able to let them go. But if they do 
have a flock, one that cares for them, one that they were forcefully taken away from, he will 
give them back, even if it tears something irreparable inside of him. 


But he will have this, this soft, quiet night, laughing and playing as much as he can while 
they both learn to trust each other. 


It’s the next day, with the children running around the table during breakfast once again, 
Tommy falls and scrapes his knee. It isn’t a big deal, not really, but the sight of blood and the 
pained cries of a chick made his instincts go haywire. So there isn’t much that Tommy can do 
but complain and be taken to the medical room. 


Phil does a full check after cleaning and bandaging the wound. Making sure that there wasn’t 
a bump or scratch to be found and when Tommy’s feathers were not aligned, he preened them 


back into shape. Then, when that was over, he took the chick to the nesting room, with Tubbo 
laughing and Ranboo chuckling. Even Techno was mocking the chick and him for how 
overprotective he is being. 


As if they wouldn’t do the same thing to him. 


Still, Techno goes to make sure that the ship is doing its job before coming back into the 
nesting room. It would be a quiet day it seems, with most of his flock in the nest and the one 
that’s not watching them. They can all feel it, the heavy eyes that rake over them like a laser, 
taking in everything they see. The curl of danger as those eyes search for the problem, to 
hurt, to kill, whatever had hurt them. 


They- 


“Oh fuck off I’m FINE!” Tommy yells. The air goes still, almost shocked in a way as the ever 
boring eyes still. 


“Shut up.” Tubbo hisses. 


“Absolutely not! All I’ve done is scrape my knee” at this Tommy sticks his leg out, with a 
small bandage wrapping around his leg, “I don’t need another overprotective fuck to watch 
over me. I mean seriously, what does a guy around here get any respect.” 


A snort, piglin in nature and slightly metallic echo out of the vent. 


Phil sees the rest of his flock startle, heads snapping to the vent in the corner as they all look 
surprised. That makes their sentient snort again, and again and again until they are bubbling 
with mer-like giggles. He can hear them shifting in the vent as they laugh, happy and joyous 
just as the first time he had heard it. 


He turns to see the looks on the rest of his flock's faces, slowly turning to disbelief and then 
quickly changing to amazement. They all know what is being freely given, especially in front 


of all of them, and he can’t stop the happy trills and chirps that come from him. He knows 
that their sentient doesn’t fully understand what Tommy has said, but they knew that he was 
playing anyway. 


He hears the others start up, Tommy joining him in with happy trills and slight squawks, 
Techno chuffing, with Tubbo letting out similar giggles as Ranboo vworps softy. He hopes 
that this peace, this warmth and comfort and family lasts until the stars die out and the 
Universe collapses onto itself. He wants this song between his flock, his family, to last and to 
grow as all good things do. 


And, between the laughter and the song of family, he thinks he hears the high chuckling of a 
vulpix kit. 


That night when Phil’s alarm clock rings and he shuffles down the halls, he feels lighter than 
he has in a while. Ever since he found out that his sentient wasn’t just a creature crawling 
around in his vents, stealing food and chewing wires. He hopes that tonight will be different. 
That his sentient will, not reveal themselves, but show a part of themselves, at least. Or talk 
more in their own language, human he guesses, or sing along rather than hum to a song. 


So he knocks on the door to the kitchen, waits for the sounds of shuffling and heavy footsteps 
to settle, knocks again, then opens the door when he hears the chirp to come in. He sees the 
kettle on the stove, with the cups sitting on the counter and he looks over at the plant, giving 
a thankful trill. 


He receives one in reply when he turns on the stove and gets the lop leaves down. He 
whistles softly again, the humming from his sentient starting up and singing along as Phil 
completes their little routine. They chirp, trill, and coo at each other, even though his sentient 
has gotten most of the basics down, they still have trouble remembering everything. Still, it's 
nice, just this soft feeling as they both communicate as best as they can to each other. 


The kettle starts to softly whistle as well, making Phil turn off the stove and quickly pour the 
golden tea into the cups. He hears faint tapping as he does, no doubt his sentient is getting 
ready for him to put the cup on the table and not touch it until after he has left the room. He 
doesn’t mind, not really, but he still wants to get a little bit closer to them tonight, if he can. 


He gathers his courage, grabs both of the filled cups and turns around. He walks over to the 
table, sets down his cup and looks at the plant in the corner. He can feel the air change 
immediately, something nervous, something scared, but all he does is coo. The eyes he feels 
on him turn sharper, his feathers rise in a vain attempt to make him look bigger. 


They are so scared is the first thought that comes to his mind, knowing what he has to do 
next. He lowers himself to the ground, knees bending as he lets out soft coos as he still holds 
onto the cup, making sure that nothing spills. He shuffles backwards, trying not to tip over, 
when he hears it. 


A soft yip, one made to vulpix children to calm them down. Then another one, but a bit more 
high pitched, calling for him to come closer. So he does, slowly, carefully, letting out soft 
coos, even though he isn’t a vulpix nor a child. But it’s the only way his sentient knows how 
to communicate right now and gods does he hope it’s because they’re a human. If they are a 
phantom but they only know limited vulpixen- 


Well it doesn’t paint a pretty picture. Neither is it great if they’re human but it’s better than if 
they’re a phantom. (He hopes that Lady Death is watching over them, making their life safer 
and better now that they are in his care-) 


The yips stop. 


And so does he. 


He puts the cup down slowly, feeling them watch him as he does. 


He shuffles backwards until he reaches the table chair and- 


Waits. 


A calm trill and the easing of watchful eyes breaks through the night. 


When Phil wakes up the next morning, body aching and eyes heavy, does he regret setting his 
alarm so early. Still he drags his sorry body up, stretches, dresses into something presentable, 
then starts heading to the kitchen once again. 


The day starts normally, with the kids laughing at the table, up to their usual antics and him 
and Techno trying to keep the chaos to a minimum. It goes great, really, not a piece of food 
was flung nor was anything broken. Not even one of the gremlins! Every single plate, cup 
and silverware gets put away in its correct spot, not even a drop of water out of place. 


It even stays the same with him walking down the hall to the cockpit, the ship filled with 
noises made of joy and family. He can hear the scattering of various feet slapping against the 
ground as the three children do their daily chase around the ship. He hears Techno’s deep 
voice rumbling from deep within the ship, gentle as he does his rounds. He sees the same 
walls pass him, a few scrapes added from the last time he had checked. 


It all changes when he reaches the cockpit, the doors closed and no longer imposing now that 
he knows that his sentient is starting to trust him. He knocks on the door, expecting the same 
shuffle and banging he has come to expect over the last few days. He waits patiently, but he 
doesn’t hear anything, not through the walls nor the door. He knocks again, louder and more 
firm, just in case his sentient fell asleep. 


But nothing happened, not even the feeling of oppressive eyes or the feather raising maw that 
wants to eat him whole. Nothing but the blankness of space. 


He knocks again, faster, harder and waits. 


Nothing. 


He can’t-what if they’re hurt-he has to- 


He has to open the door. 


He slams his hand against the panel before he can second guess himself. He can deal with 
broken trust and shattered bonds later. Once he sees that his sentient is not hurt, not dying 
when he is so close to help them. Everything will be okay, it has to be because if it’s not- 


Later, later, later. 


The door opens with agonizing slowness, even as he rushes in, clipping his wing against the 
wall as he launches himself. He checks the couch first, despite the fact that there’s no 
blankets or pillows anywhere near it. The vents are the next place he checks, just in case they 
got tired or stuck or they couldn’t- 


They aren’t there but he can’t stop looking. He searches the cockpit, every nook, every 
cranny, but there isn’t even a speck of dust that was disturbed. He searches the room again 
and again and again. But there’s nothing. It was like his sentient wasn’t even there, nothing 
but a breeze passing by, but he knows that they’re still on the ship, somewhere. 


Somewhere it might be cold, where they could be hurt, sick or any number of complications. 


And he can’t go after them. Even when he wants to, even as he collapses against the captain's 
chair, even as he looks out into the endless void of space. He can’t go after them because of 
how they are probably hidden in some forgotten corner of the ship that they’ ve wedged 
themselves into. 


Or they could be somewhere else, bothering another one of their flock and this was once 
again a test. 


He turns to look at the control center, keeping a weary, tired eye out for any complications. 


More than there already are. 


When he finally goes to bed that night, anxious and nerves like a live wire, Phil knows that 
he’ll hardly get any sleep until he sees his sentient again. His wings are tired however, 
drooping and heavy on his back. His feathers lay still as even they feel an ache that comes 
after a long day and his talons rest heavy against his nest. 


Against his own internal screaming, calling out to a being that wasn’t there, to make safe and 
right. 


He falls asleep. 


The blaring of his alarm clock wakes him up. He doesn’t bother to stretch his wings or put 
any thought into which robe he grabs and puts on. He ties the robe haphazardly, only caring 
that it covers him and shuffles into the hallway. 


The way to the kitchen seems longer, the walls stretching ahead of him in the artificial night. 
He puts a hand on the wall, using it to shuffle his aching bones to the kitchen. When he gets 
there, he swears that he’s going to collapse into a chair and simply look at the corner plant 
until he orients himself. It’s with this thought, and ones of his sentient, gooey like slime that 
flows through his head as he knocks against the kitchen door. 


Nothing. 


Nothing, nothing, nothing. 


Not a creak of a vent shifting nor the breeze of fake air come from the otherside. He goes to 
knock again- 


A clang echos. 


The walking of feet going to the plant in the corner, shuffling and getting comfy until it stops. 
Phil holds his breath, wide awake and nervous. His wings twitch, his feathers move and his 
talons tap against his sides and ground. 


He knocks. Before he can second guess himself and overthink about what it means, what it 
all means. He hears a welcoming chirp, exactly the same as his own, call back to him. He 
opens the door, finding the kettle on the stove, fire burning underneath it, with the cups 
already filled with lop leaves. 


He heads to another set of cupboards, grabbing a piece of tupperware from it and setting it on 
the counter. He grabs a couple of fruits from the fridge, along with some berries and a few 
slices of already cooked meat. By the time that he put them all in the tupperware box, the 
kettle was screaming at him to pour the water. 


He grabs the two filled cups, setting his on the table before grabbing the box of food and 
shuffling over to the plant. His wings are pressed tight against his body, feathers laying flat 
and still as he crouches. He puts the food and drink in the same place as he did last night, 
quickly retreating to the table so he can finally sit down. 


He hears a warbled thank you, responding with his own chirp-trill of welcome-safe-happy- 
you 're-safe. He can’t stop, he just can t. Warbles and trills and chirps and the tapping of 
claws against wood echo throughout the room. They’re safe. 


His sentient is safe. 


He wants to pull them into his arms and wrap his wings around them, to keep them safe. To 
make sure that they’re real and there and that they’re truly and completely safe. 


He can’t though. He can’t hold them or drag them to his nest because they aren’t ready and he 
can’t push even though- 


Even though he has a feeling that they need to. 


That they want to. 


But they don’t trust the flock or him. 


Not yet. Just- 


Not yet. 


Still the trading of comforting vulpix yips and laughs mixing with the trills and calls of an 
elytrain fill the kitchen far into the early morning. It leaves Phil feeling like he’s dancing on 
air, his lungs easier to breath as a weight disappears from his chest as he lays down into his 
nest. He hears the echoes of his sentient’s voice in his ear, laughing as they both 
communicate in the only way they know how. 


Phil falls asleep, thinking of a hopeful tomorrow. 


He wakes up to his alarm blaring into his ear. 


Phil slaps at the damn thing until it shuts up, grabbing a pillow and pulling it over his head. 
His bones ache and his throat is dry and he really wants to go back to sleep- 


Banging on his door. He groans, loud and with a slight hiss in irritation. Techno chuffs and 
bangs against the door again. Phil clacks at him as he stretches, popping his bones in the 
process. He gets up from his nest, knees popping all the way to his closet. He changes into 
something comfortable, much more than usual, he’s earned it damnit. 


He walks to the kitchen, ready to start the day as usual, with boisterous children and a teasing 
Techno. What he doesn’t expect is to hear the movement of slow feet and the murmur of faint 
voices when he reaches the kitchen door. He tilts his head, trying to hear more clearly, but the 
voices are too low and too overlapping for him to make anything out. 


He walks inside and watches as every head of his flock (not everyone-not yet) turns towards 
him. He taps his talons and- 


“Ts there something you need to tell me?” He asks. 


“There hasn’t-” 


“T haven’t heard-” 


“My flowers-” 


He clacks his mouth in exasperation saying “One at a time please.” 


“T DIDN’T HEAR ANY SINGING OR HUMMING YESTERDAY!” There goes Tommy. 


“None of my jewelry was taken.” Tubbo going next. 


“T-I didn’t hear any tapping.” Then Ranboo. 


“Didn’t hear anything in the vents lately.” Finally Technoblade. And that, more than anything 
else, worries him. Techno’s the best of them when it comes to the awareness of their 
surroundings and when he knows and is searching for something... 


Well there isn’t a damn thing that someone can do to get away from him. The fact that he 
hasn’t heard anything is more than worrying. He looks at all of them, each one of his flock 
looking to him for guidance and something concrete, something safe. It hurts him that he 
can’t do as much as they want, nor does he have the answers that they want. 


“There’s not much we can do.” “WHA-” “Just let me explain. Please.” Looking at their faces, 
Phil can’t help but see disappointment and something a little like protective anger in their 
eyes. 


“We don’t know where they’ve been hiding, even when we were actively looking for them. 
And even if we do find them, how do we know that they won’t just run or go somewhere else 
on the ship where we can’t even reach them? We have to look for them, yes, but I want 
everyone here to call me first before you do anything. 


Understood?” They look mutinous, much like they always do when none of them want or like 
what they are about to do. 


“Understood.” 


But they will do it anyway. 


The plan is simple. Eat breakfast, then go about how they usually would on any other day, but 
for a few differences. The children start a game of Hide and Seek, Techno goes about to do 
‘repairs’ to the ship and Phil goes to the cockpit to see if their sentient would show up. Also 
to make sure that the ship doesn’t crash into anything, but that’s besides the point. 


Phil walks to the cockpit, hoping that their sentient will be there, but he knows, he knows, 
that they won’t be. It’s something deep in his lungs, that almost resigned knowing that comes 
from deep within him. He wants to hope so badly that it will just manifest as their sentient 
being spotted sometime today. 


He stops in front of the door to the cockpit. He knocks, loud and steady as he holds his 
breath. He waits and waits and waits as nothing sounds out from the room. He knocks again, 
louder and just as firm, hoping that it will have some kind of response- 


Nothing. 


He does it one more time to make sure then steps inside when nothing, absolutely nothing 
happens. He chirps and whistles and even taps his talons to a song that is long forgotten as he 
searches the room. When he doesn’t find their sentient, he goes to watch the stars and make 
sure that the ship doesn’t accidentally hit a star. 


When dinner comes, it’s with heavy hearts and low spirits. Dinner is a quiet affair, even 
though when they usually do it, it’s for happy, joyful occasions. 


This is not one of those times, even as he and Techno prepare a small feast, hoping that their 
sentient will be drawn to the scent of food and other beings. They don’t come, even when 
Tommy diggs into a piece of meat and Tubbo bites into a handful of berries. They don’t come 
when Ranboo chitters at having a piece of fruit stolen or when Techno tells a grand tale of 
combating the dust in storage. 


They don’t come when all the plates are cleaned and dried, set into their rightful places as 
everyone goes off to bed. They were all too tired, too worn down, to do much of anything 
else. He himself goes straight to his nest, not even bothering to change into his night clothes. 


Phil falls asleep, restless. 


The blaring of the alarm wakes him at 1:00 am, with bright, neon yellow letters and an 
annoyance to his crusade to finally getting some damn sleep. Still he turns the foul thing off, 
gets dressed in a random robe, heads out the door and into the darkened hallway. He walks 
with his back slightly hunched, with the clacking of his talons, heavy as they clang against 
the ground. 


There’s something in the air, something that’s waiting. It feels sick and worried and young. 
So very young. Phil straightens his back, his feathers raising to make himself look bigger as 
he walks faster towards the kitchen. The air gets heavier and heavier the closer he gets to the 
kitchen, where it almost overwhelms him in how he can smell it. 


He knocks on the door, frantically and loud, no doubt heard all throughout the ship. All that 
answers him is the high keen of a vulpix calling for help, please help me-please-pleaseplease 
please . He thrusts his hand at the panel to open the door, and it’s slow, it’s so fucking slow. 
As soon as he’s able he darts through the door, half feral with worry and- 


There is a human in front of him (his sentient-his flock, where were they? Are they safe? They 
trust him, trust the flock-) 


And they have something in their arms. 
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Phil can see, past his shock and the litany of his screaming instincts, that the bundle in the 
human’s arms is moving. He unfreezes himself, taking stock of the situation. The human 
(flockflockmineoursflock) 1s skinny, almost gaunt if they were another sentient, but he doesn’t 
know- 


He breaths in, falling into instinct will help no one, and releases a chirp. Calm-welcome-safe 
it says, hopefully getting through to his human. He keeps an eye on the bundle, either an 
animal or another sentient. Which would actually explain somethings, but he’s not thinking 
about it at the moment. 


He has to take care of his human first, make sure they’re not going to hurt him or worse, 
themselves. 


Phil takes a cautious step forward, watching his human for any signs that they’re 
uncomfortable and hearing to make sure they don’t make any warning noises. They don’t 
make a sound, just watching him, tracking with their brown eyes and holding the bundle 
close to their curled body. 


He keeps making calming chirps as he inches closer to them. 


When he’s finally within reaching distance of his human, they clutch their bundle tighter, 
their stance going rigid. He stops, watching, seeing, what they will do now that he’s so close. 


He waits, just like he always does with them, patient and not at all scared of what they might 
do to him. Even though this time the air is tense, like a spark ready to set fire and burn 
everything to the ground. 


Then the hacking sound of a vulpix kit sounds from the bundle. 


Everything stops. 


They both stand there, with Phil watching the bundle-the Ait- with can only be mounting 
horror as he realizes exactly what is happening. The kit, now that he can see them properly, is 
sick. Very sick. And the human, flockmineours, that is holding them is their protector, for one 
reason or another. 


He shuffles forward, watching both the human and the kit. The human, they- 


They chirp help-need-help-chick-hurt- h el p 


Phil damn near bolts to their side, chirping back calm-safe, as he tugs their group out into the 
hallway and towards the med-bay. He keeps up the series of calming chirps and whistles, not 
wanting to stress the guardian or their child any more than they already are. It doesn’t work 
as much as he wishes, based on the expression on their human, who keeps making little 
vulpix noises to their kit. 


It is far too long before they reach the med-bay. 


The doors open with a hiss, causing their human to flinch slightly at the noise. Phil notices it 
and then outs in the back of his mind, as the kit is the one in immediate danger. He brings 
them all over to a cot, letting their human keep a hold on their kit. He doesn’t know what will 
happen if he tries to take the little one, but as he turns to gather the various scanners, he 
might have too. 


He turns back around, seeing his human looking at him, all the while keeping up the calming 
vulpix yips. As he walks over, his human tightens their grip on their kit, tight and like they’re 
the most precious and wondrous thing in the universe. And when he finally gets to their side 
not a second later, his human all but shove their kit into his arms. 


He startles a bit, quickly putting down the scanners and other medical supplies before taking 
the kit. He scans for all the basic viruses that plague the galaxy, then ones that target children, 
then ones that are specific to vulpixes. 


That’s when he gets a hit. 


It’s a common virus that vulpix kits are more likely to get, as they don’t have the antibodies 
to ward against it. It’s easy to get rid of and easy to ward against, even his ship has the right 
materials to create a few tablets to the kit to take that will ease their recovery. 


Phil relaxes, handing the kit back to their human, whistling safe-okay-fine all the way. His 
human seems, for the lack of a better word, surprised that the kit is handed back to them. But 
he can’t parse through it completely, not when he doesn’t know a human’s tells or even this 
one in particular. It would be easier if they had fur or feathers, even elongated ears like 
Ranboo that twitch and react. 


But they don’t, so all he can do is guess. 


Still he can’t stay next to them all night, so he quickly moves to the medical dispenser, he's 
sure there’s a better name but he can’t remember it for the life of him, and makes the tablet. It 
takes a few minutes for it to be made and finished, he plans on making a few more for the 
upcoming days, and makes his way back over to the cot. 


His human watches him warily, eyeing the tablet in his hands. Phil steps next to them, turning 
the kit so that their body is sitting upright against the human’s chest. He gently pries open the 
kit’s mouth, speaking softly to them in common galactic and hoping that they understand. 


The kit does take the tablet, chewing it before swallowing and easing back against their 
human. Phil does another round of tests, the tablet working quickly and efficiently and the 


kit’s vitals are looking better than they were even a few minutes ago. He keeps an eye on it, 
gathering more supplies to check his human’s vitals as well. 


He doesn’t know the average baseline for a human, what’s healthy or what’s a sign of 
something worse. He will check for any viruses that are common, any unusual bone 
placement or anything else that catches his eye. He grabs additional scanners, a general 
health one, one for bone breakage, one for skin tears and a general virus one that will help 
him diagnose anything wrong with his human. 


If they allow Phil to even aim the scanners at them, as they are leaning away from him and 
keeping their eyes on the general scanner that he has in his hand. He can only speculate on 
what his human has been through, can only imagine the horrors they have witnessed before 
they had made their way onto his ship. 


He lifts up the general scanner, making it face towards him as he turns it on, getting a read on 
his biometrics. His human watches intently, flinching at almost every move Phil does, tensing 
when the scanner beeps to show that it is done. Phil holds out the scanner, showing his results 
to his human, who eyes it with suspicion and fear. 


Phil chirps out safe-safe-flock-safe and hopes it is enough. 


The human relaxes, just a little, just enough to allow Phil to get closer. They allow it, even as 
they watch Phil let out a calming stream of chirps and clicks, which does make his human to 
not tense as quickly. He runs the scanner on his human, watching them as they had all but 
frozen when he started to scan them. It doesn’t take long for the scanner to beep and- 


It doesn’t look good. 


They are malnourished, like he had suspected, low in various nutrients that they may or may 
not need. He only hopes that they do not need all of them, because there are almost too many 
to count. He writes them down anyway, just in case. His human looks at him with fear, even 

as Phil shows their results, they do not show understanding of the language displayed. 


He can work with this. Maybe. If his human coperates. 


It hurts, to both know and not know what had happened to his human. The experimentation is 
all but written into their skin, but what kind and for how long is unknown. He hopes it wasn’t 
long, that they escaped as soon as they got taken, but he knows how low the chances of that 
are. They are a human, but there are measures that are taken to contain them. Not for long, 
but it is possible. 


He quickly runs through the other scanners, displaying the metrics to his human and writing 
them down on his tablet. The vulpix kit doesn’t move all that much, fast asleep as they fight 
off the illness that plagues them. His human keeps glancing at the kit, shifting them to be 
more comfortable, even as their eyes start to shut. 


Phil busies himself, putting away the scanners and organizing what little there is in the med- 
bay, making sure that everything is in stock. He goes slow, not wanting to disturb them and to 
give them some time alone before he comes back over. He keeps an eye on his flock, making 
sure that neither of them suddenly decide that it’s an excellent time to bolt even though they 
are both hurt. 


Tommy was a menace about that. Still is. 


They don’t though, so he dims the lights, leaving just enough light to barely see and collapses 
on one of the beds, tired and looking at his flock. He falls asleep to the sounds of a crooning 
voice and sleepy grumbles of a kit. 


Phil wakes up and both of his flock are still there, looking at him. The kit is awake and doing 
much better than they were a couple of hours ago, eyes narrowed in thought as they look at 
him. His human is looking at him too, the dark circles underneath their eyes looking like 
markings. He hopes they are and not a sign of something else. He also knows better than to 
get his hopes up. 


The kit yips at him, clacking their teeth together to say something he doesn’t entirely 
understand, but knows. He knows it deep in his soul that they are protecting their own flock, 
defensive even though they are sick. The kit’s fur is standing slightly on end, not enough for 
full aggression, but a warning. 


He chirps safety-flock back, hoping that it calms them down, makes them not worry as much. 
It does, it softens them just a little, even if the hold his human has on them tightens as they 
wiggle. His human yips at the kit, running their hands through the fur as they try to calm the 
kit down. It doesn’t work, the kit is a bundle of energy despite being very sick only a few 
hours ago. 


The kit sneezes, his human giving them a pointed look as the kit grumpily settles back down. 


Phil laughingly chirps, the sound startling his flock, like they had forgotten that he was in the 
room. After he’s done he stretches, his bones cracking from being in a cramped bed and not 
his nest makes it a bit worse. The kit flinches just a little, not used to bones cracking as loud 
as his does. His human looks on in what looks like understanding, yipping softly to the kit to 
calm them. 


He gets up, hearing the clanging of life in the halls and knowing that breakfast is going to be 
long and even more chaotic than usual. He walks towards the door, the clanging getting more 
frantic and steadily making its way to the med-bay. He stops before he can pull the door 
open, looking back to his flock. 


“T’ll be right back with some food. Try not to disappear on me, yeah?” He says, the kit's eyes 
going just a bit wide, relaying what he said to his human. 


His human looks back, nods their head and goes back to fussing their kit, getting yipped at in 
retaliation. 


He goes out into the hall, letting the door shut quietly behind him just in time for Techno to 
come around the corner. The piglin stops, stares and then marches right up to him, checking 
him to make sure that he’s okay. Phil tries to shove him off but it doesn’t work, Techno is too 
strong and too sturdy to be moved by him. 


Techno stops, only to catch him by the shoulders to say “Why were you the med-bay?” 


Phil takes a deep breath, lowering his voice and says “Our new...crew members got sick.” 


“There’s more than one.” Techno hisses, almost unnatural in the way that it travels up his 
throat. Phil nods, feeling the clenching of hooved fingers on his shoulders. 


“A human parent and a vulpix kit.” 


Techno releases a shaking breath, grabbing him by the arm and dragging him away from the 
med-bay. 


“You get to explain this to everyone else.” Techno says, all but carrying his body against the 
ground as Techno speed walks to the kitchen. Phil can hear the rummaging from here and 
there is the faint smell of smoke filling the hallway. 


Techno runs. 


Phil just gets dragged along. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thank you for reading this chapter! I know it has been a long time and I'm very sorry for 
it. But I have written other stories...just not for the dsmp Imao. If anyone likes 
Batman/Batfam fic and/or The Witcher, I have written some stuff for it! 


That said I do intend to complete this fic and hopefully get back into writing for the 
Dsmp, as I do still have so many ideas that I want to see come to fruition. 


Of course, if you to see more of me, my art or to just ask questions come visit my 
Tumblr! 


Have a wonderful day/night! 


Update 


At this point I assume that most people have heard of the situation. For those who have not, 
Shelby (or Shubble) accused Wilbur Soot of being an abuser and he has proven that he is. 


I stand with Shelby and I hope her the best going forward. 


Saying this, I do not feel comfortable continuing this fic, and any other DSMP fic, at this 
time. Maybe in the future I will, maybe I won't. Though I will not delete these fics for people 
to read or enjoy, but at this point in time 


This fic is discontinued. 


This fic, and many of the others I wrote, are too focused on c!wilbur and it would feel like I 
support creator and the abuse he did if I continue writing about his character. 


If anyone supports Wilbur Soot, or stands with him, fuck off and don't come back. 
Here are Shelby's and Lexie's VODs and abuse hotlines 

Shelby VOD 

LexieMariex VOD 

US Domestic Abuse Hotline 

Canada Domestic Abuse Hotline 

Uk Domestic Abuse Hotline 


Australian Domestic Abuse Hotline 


End Notes 


Hey everyone, I'm coming up on my exam week, so I'll probably not post another chapter 
until after I'm done with it fhsdaksgflahsdfl. 


You can find me on tumblr at nobledragonflying, catch you all later!!! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


